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Young Dellion, who owed him money, and
Chassons des Aigues, who wanted to borrow some,
carefully avoided any direct reply, Chassons tried
to smile, as though charmed by his wit, and Dellion
half assented.

<c I don't deny it, but what doesn't bore one to
death?"

This inspired Ernest with profound reflections,
and after a moment's silence he said, with a genuine
accent of sincerity :

"You are right, everything bores one." And
he continued, thoughtfully : " Take motor-cars, for
instance. They break down just when you don't
want them to* Not that one minds being late, for
all the fun one gets where one is going; but I was
hung up five hours the other day between Marville
and Boulay. Do you know that part of the
country? It is just before you get to Dreux,
Not a house, not a tree, not a dip in the ground
to be seen; nothing but flat, yellow, open country
all round, with a silly-looking sky stuck on top
of it all like a bell-glass. One grows old in such
localities* Never mind, I'm going to try a different
make, seventy kilometres an hour, and runs as
smoothly. . * , Will you come with me, Dellion ?
I'm starting to-night,"